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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God of sinners and of 
saints; It is the lot of Your holy 
ones to teach us how to love You. 


might order a Southern-fried 
chicken dinner. But he was 
never allowed to eat more than 
a part of one drumstick. The 
rest of the meat must be wrapped 
in a beautiful white silk hand- 
kerchief, and be carefully carried 
home for the dog. Poor Henry! 
He loved Southern-fried chicken! 
He secretly loathed the dog. He 
rejoiced when it died—of a chick- 
en bone in its throat. But his joy 
was premature. His wife never 
again permitted him to order 
Southern-fried chicken. It 





How is it then, that You put the 
love of a saint~into my stupid| 
barren heart? Why did it take} 
You Yourself, Almighty God, to| 


show me the glory of St. Francis|ico’s story about him and the big| 


of Assisi? 

All my life, practically, I have| 
known Your seraphic friend; yet, 
until You presented him to me, 
he was, for all intents and pur- 
poses, just one of the wall flow-| 
ers in the ballroom of your bles-| 
sed. I knew him. I nodded to him. | 
I respected him. I admired him. 
But I did not love him. And I 
certainly never asked him for a 
dance. 


Enough. No More. 

Perhaps it was because people 
said: “If you ask St. Francis for 
$10 and you need $7.69, he will 
give you only what you need. If 
you ask for a week’s supply of 
potatoes, he may give you one 
day’s rations; no more. If you 
need a pair of pants and ask for 
a suit he will, undoubtedly give 
you only the pants.” 

Perhaps it was because most of 
his friends and fans harp on his 
love for animals. I never could see 
anything particularly saintly 
about being kind to animals. 
Small boys — who are seldom 
saints—are sometimes inordinat- 
ely fond of dogs, snakes, toads, 
mice, or birds. I knew people who 
were more devoted to the Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty -to 
Animals than they were to You, 
or Your Church. I knew a man 
who raged every time he saw a 
teamster beat a horse. Once he 
beat a teamster unmercifully. 
I knew bull fight fans who 
cheered the bull and hissed the 
toreador. I knew a man _ who 
wouldn’t kill a fly. He did not 
hesitate to beat his wife, even 
when he was cold sober. 

Dog Gone. Cat Too! 

I knew, unfortunately, a snarl- 
ing posse of men and women who 
fought viciously against the 
practice of vivisection—which did 
so much to further modern sur- 
gery. These people made gods of 
pets. Some of them _ sent out 
black- edged, tear-stained invit- 
ations to the funerals, when their 
beloved mongrels or mousers 
died. They carried the carcasses 
tenderly to expensive cemeteries, 
and put unspeakably horrible 
markers above their graves! But 
they wouldn’t have a baby in 
their homes—or, if they could 
help it—in their immediate 
neighborhood! 

I knew a man whose wife per- 
mitted him to accompany her, 
every Sunday, to an expensive 
New York restaurant, where he 
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brought back “sacred memories’”’. 


Get Rid of That Wolf 
I read a lot about St. Francis. 
I especially enjoyed Paul Gall- 
Gubbio. (What’s 


bad wolf of 


happened to Paul that he writes| 
|about the saints?) But I had no} 


sympathy with the saint’s af- 
I to my beloved self, should be 
killed. I have been something of 
a- wolf myself. Yet - You, Lord, 
have let me live. You have, in a 
measure, even tamed me. Still I 
would have poisoned, shot, stab- 
bed, or strangled, the wolf of 
Gubbio. 

I liked St. Francis’ idea of pov- 
erty. “Lady Poverty”, he called 
it. I liked his gaiety, his simplic- 
ity, his humility. I liked the fact 
that You loved hm enough to 
send him that six-winged seraph 
with the imprint of Christ’s| 
wounds. But he never warmed) 
me, God, until the other night. | 

It was You, God of Infinite 
Love, who showed me — in 4a| 
flash—the real St. Francis of 
Assisi! It was a song, yet it was 
a flash. It illumined the darkness 
for me. It revealed the seraph in 
the man. 

It was his son, his canticle 
about the sun. The words came to 
me like lightning, out of the 
beautiful thunder of the music. 
This was at the nd of that long 
Sunday, his feast day. 

October 4, 1959 

For the first time in years we 
had no Mass in our chapel. Due 
to a number of circumstances Fr. 
Callahan, our chaplain, the only 
priest then at Madonna House, 
had to say Mass in the parish 
church. Most of the Staff Work- 
ers were disappointed, for they 
are Third Order Franciscans, and 
had looked forward to a Solemn 
High Mass in their father’s hon- 





r. 

Kathleen O’Herin, the sacris, 
tan, had had the statue of St. 
Francis taken from the garden— 
it required two husky men to 
carry it — and placed on the 
credence table in the chapel. She 
had set a relic in front of the 
statue, with candles on either 
side of it, and a glory of scarlet 
and orange autumn leaves in 
back of it. 

The kids came there all day 
long to kiss the relic and to talk 
to their holy friend. 

(I just said hello to him, and 
gave him a friendly nod.) 

At dinner there was a cake 
served in his honor, and Eddie 
Watson sang a song he compos- 
ed, using a prayer of St. Francis’ 
for the words. And at night there 
was benediction in the — chapel; 
and Doreen Ann Chapman, a 
Staff Worker, was received into 
the Third Order and given the 
name of Sister Elizabeth. 

Francis And The Sun 

After Benediction the choir 
began the canticle of the sun; 
and I listened attentively. I for- 
got that I had placed St. Francis 
almost in the ranks of the taxi- 
dermists. I remembered that he 
was a troubadour, a poet. I real- 
ized, suddenly, that he loved You, 
God, in everything he saw—in- 
cluding animals and birds. 

I remembered that, as Mass 
was ending that morning, I had 
looked ahove the altar and seen 
a humming bird! I had forgotten 
this incident after leaving the 
church. Now, listening to the 
song, I began to think it was a 
gift Francis had sent the kids, a 
token of his love. The music, com- 
posed by Pierre Regnier, a visit- 
or to Madonna House, filled my 
ears with beauty. But the words 
amazed and thrilled me. I had 
read them. But I had never 


not dreamed there was. such 
splendor and such fire in them. 
I was enchanted and enthralled! 

I fell in love then and there 














(Continued on Page Four) 


fection for the Wolf. Wolves, said} 
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Love. 


heard them uttered. And I had/&rT 


House, even vocations to 


The bridge, you must have guessed, is 
uneven, and there are wide, cracks between them. But, if you keep looking down, 
and you don’t get dizzy, you’ll get across all right. If you do fall off, it’s too bad. 
But you will merely sink into a few feet of water—and a few feet of muck beneath 
the water. And you might pick a water lily, or a bull rush, as you wade ashore. 
The photo is by Andre Lecoz. 





matrimony. 
a home-made 
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The rugged ragged bridge that takes one from Madonna House to St. Cath- 
erine’s Hermitage, is not exactly a confessional. But a man can talk confidentially 
here to a priest, and be sure he will not be overheard by any passerby. The -priest 
is our chaplain, the Rev. John T. Callahan; and his friend is Paul Harris. Fr. Cal- 
lahan isn’t a hard man to talk to—but he is sometimes hard to find, for ‘he listens 
to..many people every day. It doesn’t much matter where he goes, somebody always 
has to ask his advice, his help, his direction, or. even his blessing. Mr. Harris is | 
“the man who came to dinner.” He just stopped in; one day. And he stayed six 
months. He would have been a Staff Worker in.due time, perhaps, had it not been 
for a girl named Monique. She might also have been a Staff Worker had it not been | 
for Paul. It happens like that, at times. Many. vocations are clarified in Madonna 


! 
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affair. The planks are 











Training 
Lay Apostles} 


By Catherine Doherty 











As I said in my last article,) 
there is much to consider when} 
discussing the training of a Lay) 
Apostle in ‘a totally dedicated) 
apostolate—to which youth gives’ 
its life under the counsels of| 
perfection. 

We discussed the need for spir-| 
itual formation, for emotional 
health, for academic training and} 
practical training. But training) 
never finishes with a school room, | 
and the greatest University still) 
remains life . . life and_ the 
Church, Mother of all Men . 
from whose school of Love one 
graduates only into the Arms of 


Love’s Language 

But in order to take full ad- 
vantage of that immense School 
of Love, which is the Church, 
youth must be prepared to un- 
derstand her language—and per- 
haps that is the hardest task of 
all. It is a difficult language to 
teach; for those who prepare 
young minds, hearts and souls, 
MUST THEMSELVES KNOW, 
and understand this language of 
the Bride of Christ. 


word is little used in our modern 
time, and doesn’t figure too 
heavily, except in the vocabulary 
of contemplative orders. Yet it is 
a word that should be part and 
parcel of the heritage of every 
Catholic soul! 

Contemplation is truly open) 
to every Catholic, regardless of! 
educational or social back- 
ound. Learned books have been 
written about it. Many schools 
of contemplatives have develop-| 
ed in the bosom of the Church. 
But when all is said and done, 





-|be, and well integrated as they 


I speak of contemplation. This): - 





contemplation should come na- 


turally to a person belonging to| 
a Faith based exclusively on love. 
Bend? Maybe. Break? No! | 
The Church gives us_ two) 
teachers to lead us towards con- 
templation. The liturgy. And the 
practice of meditation. I’ve writ- 
ten much about the Liturgy. 
Let us now regard the Church | 
as a teacher of Lay Apostles| 
working in the heat of the day| 
in the Market Place. | 
I have said that those to whom | 
the Lord has ‘given this glorious 
yocation must be well-formed to; 
meet its formidable demands, for 
they will be scattered on the 
face of. the earth, either in small 
teams or by themselves’ alone. 
God’s tiniest little flock! -God’s 
tiny pinch of leaven in the cold 
and heavy dough of our modern 
society! The work will éxact of 
them, well trained as they may 


can be made, a tremendous sta- 
bility, and an ability to take 
heavy responsibilities. They may 
bend under this load, but must 
never break. 
The life will make terrific and 


unceasing demands on their}; Indeed the life of the lay ap- : : 

physical stamina . . on_ their ostle will be hard; and the life — oo of every ec- 
strength of soul . . . and all their|about him will be grim, and even|} ©®!45 4 a “En * aie 
talents. Physically their days will|sordid. But God will give him|| S¥mus GUN ny snd to 
be very long, their privacy ‘nil”|strength. Everything can be intain its place with 


—or almost so. Constantly “new 
angles” will arise in their daily 
lives, that have to be either 
solved, or adapted, or endured. 
Their work . . . their ministry 
. will be among people who do 
not know God. They will deal 
with sin—most of the hours of 
their day. 
An Hour or Two 

I remember once, long ago and 
far away, in the early days of 
Friendship House’s foundation in| 
Harlem, taking a night off. It was 
after eighteen months of relent- 
less and constant work in the ap- 


ostolate. I went to a movie. 


|made its stay—where boys and 





I didn’t care much - where I) 
went . . . just so I got away for'| 


an hour or two. But I remember) 
well—the story I saw on the 


sereen, — 

It was a clean and simple 
story. Boy meets girl. Boy loses 
girl. Boy finds girl. All is well. I 
had seen this story lived, not only 
in Harlem, but in other cities 
where Friendship House had 


girls found and lost each other, 
but not in such a wholesome and 
happy way as the film portrayed. 
Poverty—we always lived in the 
midst of poverty—bred sin and 
tragedy. Happy people did not 
come to Friendship House. Neith- 
er did the well-adjusted ones. 
Those who did come might be 
labelled ‘problem cases” in the 
vocabulary of social workers. 

And they came, these problem 
boys and girls, like heavy swol- 
len rivers, spilling over their 
banks in angry floods. 

I could not believe, sitting in 
that dark moving picture theatre, 
that there were such simple and 
uncomplicated lives, such sweet 
and wholesome love affairs as 
the screen provided for my en-| 
tertainment. 

Between Two Masses 





borne between two Masses. Every 
morning he will eat the Bread of 
the saints, and he will be able to 
face any kind of day. His mind 
and heart will be nourished by 
the Word of God. The voice of 
the psalmist and the warm tones 
of the voice of Christ will give 
him courage and new hope. His 
faith will be renewed. 

One plunges into the sea of 
fire that is the Mass and comes 
out burning, ready to go forth 
and light fires of Love even in| 
_ most wretched slums of the 
city. 

Our Faith centers around the, 
Mass—and the immense and in-} 
finite thought I’m never weary) 
of repeating — THAT GOD 
LOVED US FIRST... and that) 

(Continued on Page Four) 





|conditions; Communism; 





Ecumenical Encounter 


By Rev. J. T. Callahan 











Rolling westward to Edmonton 
on the Canadian National Con- 
tinental crack train, I decided at 
9 a.m., on Sept. 12, to get a bite 
of breakfast. The steward seated 
me opposite a pleasant faced 
clergyman who was wearing a 
ring. 

Conversation proved him to be 
the Right Reverend R. J. Pierce, 
the Anglican Bishop of Atha- 
basca, with headquarters in the 
Peace River District. 

This was the first time I had 
ever made the acquaintance of 
an Anglican Bishop, and I found 
the encounter most pleasant. 

At the outset we discussed the 
Holy Father’s plan for an Ecum- 
enical Council; and more or less 
agreed that the personages of 
history who had created the rift 
among Christians were long dead 
and of not much import to us 
personally, (except for the char- 
ity of our prayers); and that 
polemics, and factionionism did 
not personally affect two men, 
who believed and served Christ, 
and desired good for souls. 

With this introduction, we had 
a most enjoyable conversation, 
man to man, ranging over many 
subjects; plain chant, liturgy, 
Vespers or Evensong, Compline, 
| Prime; afternoon and evening 
|services; modern. morality; world 
canon 





law; devotional practises. 

Somewhat later, the Bishop’s 
Archdeacon, (the equivalent of 
a Vicar General) joined us, and 
added his wit and humor, and 
pungent observations to the con- 
versation. 

Even later, Father MacDonald 
of Edmonton was seated at our 
table by the steward, and added 
again to the totality of our 
friendly discussion. 

Two hours and twenty min- 
utes later, as the waiters kept 
glancing at our table, in their de- 
sire to prepare it for luncheon 
customers, we took the hint, and 
terminated our talk. 

I must say that the experience 
left me with a very warm feel- 
ing—in the sense that if individ- 
ual Christians can establish a 
peaceful rapport—why not, may- 
be, the Christian world? And al- 
ways in my mind were present 
our Lord’s words, “That they 
may be one, as Thou, Father, 
and I are one.” 


ECUMENICAL 
EXHORTATION 


“This Church that does 
not need anyone—entrusts 
itself to all its children... 

“Keeping in mind _ the 
brightest pages of the his- 
tory of the centuries, one 
can well understand that 
the Ecumenical Council — 
which we announced after 
heeding an __ inspiration 
whose spontaneity we felt, 
in the humility of our soul, 
as a sudden and unexpected 
impulse is preparing in the 
intimate ranks of _ the 
episcopacy and _ the priest- 
hood, to accomplish the 





clarity of thought and great- 
ness of heart. 

“We hope and pray that 
the Council will renew, 
above all, that scene in 
which the apostles assemb- 
led in Jerusalem after the 
ascension of Jesus into hea- 
ven: unanimity of thought 
and prayer with Peter and 
around Peter, the shepherd 
of the lambs and the sheep; 
the offering of energies that 
strengthen themselves and 
renew themselves in the 
search of what might better 
conform to the daily needs 
of the APOSTOLATE. 


Pope John XXIII, 
April 21, 1959. 
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November—the month 


them? 


of the living dead. 


dead souls? 


icated to just such works. 


all nations? 


midst the world over. 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


who are not yet saints in the full sense of the word. 
Let us pray to the first—and let us pray for the 
second. But let us not forget our living dead! 


For those who died in the Lord and already be- 
hold His face—live in joy, which they stand ready to 
share with us, for our asking. And others who died 
in the peace of the Lord are in Purgatory, and know 
—with the joy that no pain can still—that in God’s 
time they too shall behold His face. But those still 
on earth whose souls are dead because they have 
rejected God, refuse to know Him and walk with 
Him, or, even more tragically, desire to take Him 
out of the hearts of others . . 


Recently America saw such a man, and shook 
hands with him; and talked much about peace—with 
him who did not know the Prince of Peace! 


It was good to know that many prayed for 
him and for others who have been led into the land 


But what about our next door neighbor? What 
about that fallen-away Catholic? What about the 
thousands around about us, in our block, in our 
parish, in our city, who do not know God at all. . 
have forgotten the little they knew . . 
erately rejected Him for an. idol of their own making? 


What about those living dead? Are we praying 
for them in this month of November, dedicated to the 


Prayer is not just a conversation with God, a lift- 
ing up of one’s soul to God. Prayer is also work. 


Across our fair land, the voice of our Hierarchy is 
pleading for Lay Catechists..for foreign missions. The 
voice is laden with anxiety for the souls in their keep- 
ing. They also beg for temporary lay missionaries— 
and for permanent apostolates, like ours, totally ded- 


What is our answer to all those pleas of Christ— 
through His hierarchy,—to go preach the Gospels to 


We have it in our hands, strange as this may 
seem, to RESURRECT THE LIVING DEAD! The 
power of God! It uses us as instruments. 


We must not KEEP THE FAITH! 
SHARE it, or we shall perish. 


To be baptized and confirmed Catholic is to be 
an apostle ... a PERSON WHO IS SENT BY GOD TO 
TEACH HIS GLAD TIDINGS—THE GOSPEL! 


Yes, let us pray for our dead in Purgatory .. Let 
us pray to our dead in heaven. But let us not for- 
get to pray, and to work, for the living dead in our 


of the saints and the dead 


who shall pray for 


or have delib- 


We must 











Journey Inward 


Catherine de Hueck Doherty 











Once upon a time, when I was 
- young in London, England, I 
met a wise man of the east. And 
we had many talks about sage 
things. One e g he spoke o 
the dead, and Misatesed ae souls 
in Purgatory, ang the tremen- 
dous torments of love they en- 
dured as they desired to be with 
the God they had seen at the 
First Judgment. 


He spoke of their n, the 
fiery sorrow for all their sins of 
omission and commission 


against Love. For now they knew 
indeed that God was_ Love. 

In my youthful zeal and en- 
thusiasm, I asked the Wise Man 
from the East how he would pray 
for the souls who suffered such 
a holy torment ... pray for 
their release .. . that they might 
speedily be united to Him they 
now so passionately loved. 

He answered, strangely, “Child, 
why don’t you give your heart to 
God, for them? The rubies of 
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prayer, and the emeralds of 
work, and all the precious stones 
of daily living God and 
through God, can be gathered 
within a human heart. So why 
not simply give one’s heart? We 
are so poor, when all is said . . 
but we always have a. loving 
heart to give to God.” 

I thought much recently, 
about the words of the Wise 
Man from the East. And, on the 
threshold of November, the 
month of the dead, this little 
poem was born in my heart: 

My heart 
And I 

Are treasure 
Hunters . , 


We cannot 
Rest 


Sleep, 

My heart 
AndI... 
Into the 
Depths 

We dive, 
And search 
For treasures 
Old... 


Into the heights 
We fly 





To gather 
Star Dust 
Where we 


ay.. 
My heart and I. 


Into the fields, 
Into the dales, 
We wander, 
Restless 

Like a flame— 
My heart 

And I. 


We wander restless . . 
Restless, 

Like a flame, 

In search 

Of rubies. . 

Emeralds ... 

All precious 

Stones. . 


Unto the peaks 
Dark and 
Bleak, 

My heart 

And I 

Climb, 

Unafraid . . 

In search 

Of all 
Unknown things 
That will 

Make treasures 
For a HEART DIVINE! 


But we are sad, 
My heart 

And I. 

The depths 

Are empty 

Of treasures, 
New or old... 


The heights 
Elude 


Us, 

My heart 

And, I. 

We cannot 

Catch the stars— 
The star 

Dust 

Passes by . . 


The fields and 
Dales - 
Are empty 

Wastes. 

They. 

Have no 

Reds, 

Nor greens. 

The blues are 
Gone. 

No precious 
Stones 

Are left 

For us 

To find. 

Oh restless heart! 
Oh tired mind! 


The peaks are dark 
And oh so bleak. 
They yield 

Not even 

One unknown thing 
Of beauty 

To adorn 

Another HEART. 


And so my 
Restless heart 
And I 

Are empty 
And alone. 
Lost treasure 
Hunters 

Of the deep, 
The high. 


Stand still, 
Oh restless 
Heart; 
My only gift 
y only 
To His 
Sacred and 
Wounded Heart. .. 


Help! Help! Help! 


By Catherine Doherty 














By this time, dear friends, our 
begging letter has reached you by 
mail. Twice a year WE BEG. 

In the spring of the year. . 
and in its fall . . we ask for the 
alms of your charity, for the 
needs of the apostolate and 
those it serves. Strange, how 
twice a year my mind goes ut- 
terly blank, and a strange pain 
enters my soul. It seems as if 
I'll never write that letter. That 
simple letter of two es that 
will come to your table—either 
to be read—or (because of so 
many other urgent eorees, to be 
set aside and forgotten). 

On October 15th, the feast of 
St. Teresa of Avila, and the 
foundation day of our Apostolate 
(29 years ago) we placed in the 
mail MY FFTY-EIGHTH BEG- 
GING LETTER. 

It Is Not Easy 

What is so hard about writ- 
ing fifty-eight letters in twenty- 
nine years? It is not a tremen- 
dous amount of letters. They are 
not very long. Yet darkness 
comes upon me a few days be- 
fore I have to write each one. I 
feel empty and spent when the 





letter has been written. Why is 
that? 

Why do I have to spend sleep- 
less nights before writing—and 
be like one who is dead after it 
is written? I think I know the 
answer. You see, dear Friends, 
these are not ordinary letters. 
They are letters written in fire 
that sears, and of pain that al- 
most . . .almost . . annihilates 
the writer. ; 

For whatever I say, badly or 
well, I always speak of the Pain 
of Christ .. . the immense, seem- 
ingly unending pain of Christ. 
Years flow by in a swift current, 
but the Pain of Christ in His 
Mystical Body is always there. . 
seemingly never diminishing . . 
tragically always increasing. 

I think it is the knowledge of 
this pain that empties me and 
takes sleep away, that leaves me 
like one dead, after the letter has 
been written. 

I Even Beg For Words 

For I do not beg for myself. I 
beg FOR CHRIST IN HIS POOR! 
Frankly, I don’t see the poor. I 
only see the face of Christ—tired 
and weary—dusty from His three 
falls—as He walks up the road 
to Golgotha . . burdened with the 
heavy cross of our sins. Perhaps, 
because I have a vivid imaginat- 
ion, this face changes ... now 
into the face of a Negro, now into 
that of an Oriental, now into that 
of a weary old man lying in a bed 
—in a poor shack, lost in a Can- 
adian forest, or a thin child, ill- 
clad, or a young woman who 
looks old. 

Where are the words by which 
any man can move _ another 
man’s heart? The price of writ- 
ing begging letters is to let our 
Lady write them .. or her Divine 
Son. But in order to let them 
write it, one must be utterly 
aware of one’s own nothingness 
—and utterly aware of one’s own 
poverty. I think I am. I hope I 
am. For I marvel daily at the 
mystery of God’s choice of such 
a poor instrument as myself to 
bring before you His pain in the 

r. 


School Books 

But there it is... I must show 
you His pain or I shall not be 
able to look at the Face of my 
Lord, my God. That is why an 
envelope with the post mark of 
Combermere, Canada, is even 
now perhaps, lying on your desk. 

What.can I add to its con- 
tent? Since I wrote it, I heard 
about three little rural schools 
which have no books. Would you 
send us, for Christmas, your 
children’s old books. You must 
have many in various corners 
since your boys and girls grew 
up. Please. You will open a new 
world of knowledge to the little 
children in the little schools, in 
this rural part of Canada. 

We are teaching Catechism. 
We go through the snowy roads, 
in. trucks or snowmobiles, to 
teach this family and that. Some- 
times we have to take them by 
families, they live so far apart. 
Or we visit this group or that, 
in some village hidden under the 
snow. For these- children, and 
their parents, we would like re- 
ligious articles, especially ROS- 
ARIES. We cannot have enough 
of those. Each home should have 
a crucifix, a picture of our Lord 
and our Lady (or a statue), and 
of saints. . A font for holy water, 
or a holy water bottle, and a sick 
set. These will be most welcome! 

How about your old Catholic 
magazines? We will be glad to 
have those too—for wide distri- 
bution throughout the area . . 


and Catholic pamphlets . . and 
holy pictures . . . and gifts for 
Confirmation and First Com- 


munions—little tiny ones, not too 
expensive. 
And Any Old Money 

If you started an embroidery 
that you didn’t finish, send it 
to us—with the embroidery skein 
to match (if you still have 
them). Our women and teen-age 
youth would be delighted with 
such a gift. 

If anyone has an old Library 
press—we prepare our own books 
we will be happy to receive it. 
And any book binding equipment 
whatsoever, will be most wel- 
come. 

The need of typewriters is still 
great. But above all—and always 
we need CASH! CASH! CASH! 
Alas, silver and gold still is nec- 
essary — and probably will be 
until the end of time—to accomp- 
lish the corporal and spiritual 
works of mercy. So copper, silver, 
and gold—as well as paper mon- 
ey and cheques—are sstill the 
most needed commodity of our 
humble apostolate. 

Yes, dearly beloved Friends, 
the begging letter went out, and 
I managed somehow—to write 
this begging article too! Does 
that make my fifty-ninth beg- 
ging letter? I wouldn’t know. It 
seems I have begged for the poor 
of the Lord ever since I can re- 
member. 











The Power 
Of Love 


By Rev. Emile Briére 











The dreams we dreamt in the 
long ago were all dreams of 
love. 

The dreams we dreamt in the 
long ago were all dreams of life. 

The dreams we dreamt in the 
long ago were all dreams of 
light. 

Born of Caritas, they danced in 
the sparkle of the morning’s 
dew, 

Born of the Sun, they struggled 
in the heat of the noon-day, 
Leading, after years that seemed 
like centuries, to present over- 

whelming glory: 

The glory of discovery. 

That God is Love, 

That God is Life, 

That God is Light. 

That dreams come true and are 
not dreamt in vain. 

O blessed hunger which has never 
been satisfied! 

O blessed search that has not led 
now hither! 

O blessed dreams fulfilled beyond 
our greatest dreaming! 

Blessed art thou, MARY, land of 
our searching. Your’ gentle 
paths rise beyond the moun- 
tain and over the abyss and 
above the clouds, 

To end in the country of Love, 
of Life, of Light. 

Blessed art Thou, Father, and 
Goal of our yearning, Life of 
our life. 

Blessed art Thou, Wisdom and 
Goal of our seeking, Light of 
our light. 

Blessed art Thou, Fire and Goal 
of our questing, Love of our 
Love. 

Love is Thy Name, O God of the 
Christians, God of Abraham, 
God of Jacob; 

And Thou has made us for Thy- 


self, Thou Love, Life, and 
Light, 
To love, live, and know . . with 


Thee, in Thee, through Thee, 

Even now, in the throbbing mo- 
ment, the gracious moment, 
the thrilling now, falling from 
thy dripping hands! 


Like the child in  Elizabeth’s 
womb, the soul leaps in the 
body, 


Striving to break the bonds of 
fleshly life 

At the quickening sound of Thy 
Name. 

To Thee it reaches out its mil- 

- lion arms, its billion mouths, 

At the bursting sound of Thy 
Name, 

. .. And its bursting hearts! 

Quickly, quickly, O come _ to- 
night!” 

Not yet the perfect meeting, not 
yet the full embrace, not yet 
is world without end. 


In widow’s weeds aweeping, a 
Bride below a Cross, 

The Church sorrows with Christ, 

Tortured again and again in His 
fellowmen. _ 

O soul, leave ecstasy to another 
day. 

A Woman waits on the hill of 
skulls, 

A Woman wrapped in pain, 

A Woman wracked by pain of all 
Mankind. 

Lose yourself, O soul, in this Wo- 
man’s mighty misery. - 

Lose yourself and you will save 
yourself. 

Forget yourself and you become 
yourself. 

This is the hour to throw away 
all your desire, 

The time has come for comfort- 
ing, consoling, and protecting 

Her who stands beneath the 
Cross, : 

Surround Her with all the power 
of your love. 

The dreams we dreamt in the 
long ago were dreams of love, 
of life, of light. 

The Lord of Love, of Life, of 
Light, has blessed them beyond 
our wildest expectations! 


‘ 
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Teach Me To Love 


There was a time when in my 
daily prayer 

I asked for all the things I deem- 
ed most fair 

And necessary to my 
success, 

Riches, of course, and ease, and 
happiness; : 

A host of friends, a home without 
alloy; 

A primrose path of luxury and 











life,— 


oy, 
goin distinction, and enough of 
fame 
To leave behind a well-remem- 
bered name. 


Ambition ruled my life. I longed 

to do j 

Greatest things, that all my little 
world might view 

And whisper, “Wonderful!” 

Ah, patient God, : 

How blind we are, until Thy 
shepherd’s rod 

Of tender chastening gently leads 
us on 

To better things! Today I have 
but one 

Petition, Lord — Teach me to 
love. Indeed, 

It is my greatest and my only 
need— 


Teach me to love, not those who 
first love me, 

But all the world, with that_rare 
purity 

Of ‘broad, outreaching thought 
which bears no trace my 

Of earthly taint, but holds in its 
embrace 

Humanity, and only seems to see 

The good in all, reflected, Lord, 
from Thee. 

And teach me, Father, 
love the most 

Those who most stand in need of 
love—that host _ 

Of people who are sick and poor 
and bad, . 
Whose tired faces show their lives 
are sad, : 
Who toil along the road with 

footsteps slow, 
And hearts more heavy than the 
world can know— 


how to 


People whom others pass dis- 
creetly by, : 
Or fail to hear the pleading of 


that cry 
For help, amid the tumult of 
the crowd; 
Whose very anguish makes them 
cold and proud, ; 
Resentful, stubborn, bitter 
their grief— 

I want to bring them comfort 
and relief, 

To put my hand in theirs, and at 
their side 

Walk softly on, a faithful, fear- 
less guide. ; 

Oh Savior, Thou the Christ, 
Truth, ever near, 

Help me to feel these sad ones 
doubly dear 

Because they need so much! Help 
me to seek 

And find that which they 
thought was lost; to speak 

Such words of cheer that as we 

along 
The wilderness shall blossom into 
song. 


in 


Ah Love Divine! How empty was 
that prayer 

Of other days! That which was 
once so fair — 

Those flimsy baubles which the 
world calls joys 

Are nothing to me now but brok- 
‘en toys, 

Outlived, outgrown. I thank Thee 
that I know, 

Those much-desired dreams of 
wn 3 ago 

Like butterflies, have had their 

summer’s day 

Of brief enchantment, and have 
gone. I pray for better things. 

Thou knowest, God above, 

My one desire now—Teach me 

love. 





T; ransfiguration 
By Robert Pelton 











Beauty is hiding in 
places— 

In earth-marred hands and 
bins, 

In joy surprised in down-turned 
faces, 


secret 
fetid 


In -souls unclosed by griefs or 
sins. 


Beauty is burning in sorrow’s 
coldness, 

Is blooming in soil of stony night. 
Beauty is bursting from death 
and oldness 

In flowers of splendor and light. 


O earth reborn! O heart made 
new! 

What midnights say you rise? 
O secret Thabor blossoming fast! 
O morning white with dew! 

O Lazarus, brother, in dead man’s 
guise, : 

Wept you at feel, beneath your 
feet, of grass? 
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IN BIG RICH 


TEXAS 


POOR ARE POOR INDEED 


By Theresa Davis 


Texas is a fantastic place—big, rich, beautiful. It is a place of 
extremes. It’s green and it’s desert. It’s flat for miles with moun- 
tains on the horizon. Its people are extremely friendly, but some 


are very unjust. People talk big in 


Texas because everything is big— 


from the roaches to the tall, lanky cowboy in the 10-gallon sombrero 


and high boots. 


Balmorhea is a colorful western town. It’s just like in the 
movies. The post office, the cantina, the grocery store, the barber 
shop, stand squarely on the wooden sidewalk with its overhanging 
roof. You almost expect to see the bad men shooting their way out 
of a bank. We don’t have one, tho’. 





This is the old Mission Church-in Saragosa, Texas,’ which 
is soon to be supplanted by a new structure. The new one will 


be bigger. What is most needed, 


Theresa Davis, Local Director of 


however, is a new school. Miss 
the Madonna House foundation 


in Texas, “Casa Maria Reina’, labels the school “‘barren, stark, 
good enough for Mexicans”, and asserts it has no air condit- 
ioning, no water, no conveniences such as the non-Mexican 
children enjoy. It has an iron roof; and when it’s hot—and it 
does get hot in Texas—that roof makes it even hotter. There 
are many children going to school, learning Catechism. And 
most of them are so poor they cannot afford even paper to 
write on—and the school doesn’t furnish paper to the “Latin” 
children. The lonely old mission will give you some idea of 
Saragosa—‘“so ugly, desolate, and poverty-stricken it would 
make any slum look like Park Ave.” 


There are three kinds of people 
here: the big cotton farmer, the 
big cattle rancher, and the Mex- 
icans. There are some “Latins”, 
as they are called, who own cot- 
ton land. But they are few. The 
small farmers need about 100 
men to pick cotton during the 
season. So they import braceros 
—men from Mexico who will 
work for 50c an hour. 

Tragedy in Cycles 

There are about 7,000 braceros 
in our parish. Of course the local 
Spanish-speaking man cannot 
compete with the braceros. Our 
local people have large families, 
although birth control is infil- 
trating into this area. (This is 
the “white” men’s solution to 
their problem). 

The teenagers and the young 
men go to the city for better jobs. 
This leaves a group of women 
without men. But the braceros 
are around. (Men without wo- 
men). One third of our Baptisms 
are of “illegitimate” children. 
The braceros return to Mexico 
after cotton-picking season. The 
unmarried mothers leave their 
children with their parents, to be 
brought up by these tired old 
people. It is difficult to form a 
Pel 


These are the children whom 
we are teaching Catechism. They 
need everything .. . with LOVE 
topping the list. And how they 
respond to it! Wish we had a 
movie camera to show you the 
expressions on their beautiful 
brown faces when they hear 
about God their Father — that 
He loves them, even when they 
are bad. and that He is waiting 
for them in Heaven, their real 
home which He has prepared es- 
pecially for them. tare 

They look up at you, their liq- 
uid brown eyes getting bigger 
and bigger. They are the most 
loveable children in the world. 
It is difficult, though, for the 
idea of father to penetrate. 


Unloved, Unwanted 


‘These kids are destitute. It is 
a toss up whether their physical 


needs outweigh their spiritual) . 


needs or vice-versa. They are in 
rags. They are undernourished. 
Grade 6 kids don’t know how to 
make the Sign of the Cross, and 
teenagers can’t recite the Rosary. 
However nothing is impossible 
to God. We are witnessing mir- 
acles of God’s grace. Two stu- 
dents who are coming to Cate- 
chism classes because their cous- 
ins do, have a Catholic father 
and non-Catholic mother. These 
nts had decided not to bap- 

ize their children “until they 
were old enough to choose their 
own religion.” One is in grade 7 
and the other in 5. Well they 
have both been listening with 
wide and perked-up ears about 
how we are all God’s children, 
and as soon as we are baptized 
we receive the special gift of His 
Life and Love; then the Blessed 
Trinity comes to live within us. 
Well, the mother called Fr. 
Rowland to say that Johnny 
wants to be baptized because he 
_wants the Blessed Trinity to live 
in him too. She is interested and 





‘wants to hear more about it. 


This is a Mission parish. Fa- 
ther has a church in Saragosa, 6 
miles from Balmorhea. This town 
is so ugly, desolate and poverty- 
stricken it would make any slum 
look like Park Ave. They have 
match boxes for homes. One was 
in ashes before Father and Joe 
Walker could get there in the 
fire truck. It won’t take long to 
rebuild another one tho’ with no 
floor, spaced wall, covered with 
tar paper. 

Your Prayers Needed 

There they have a_ building 
which they call a school—barren, 
stark, “good enough ffor the 
Mexicans”. No paper, no water, 
and no air-conditioning, as in the 
so called “white” schools of the 
area. The roof is made of iron, 
and the temperature in the class 
room soars over 100 degrees F. 

Ann Altermatt who _ teaches 
grade 3 there, says she feels 
guilty every time she asks them 
to write an assignment. They 
can’t afford the paper. One child 
asked another for some, and he 
had to tear his sheet in half to 
share it. After Christmas Ann 
will feel worse. The cotton-pick- 
ing season is over and there will 
be no work. 

How is this misery, this pov- 
erty, and this prejudice resolved? 
Our Lord gave us the answer. 
Prayer and sacrifice. The prayers 
of the cloistered nuns. The pain 
and suffering of the sick. The 
loneliness of the widow. The 
sweat on the brow of the labor- 
er. The tension of the office 
worker. The patience of the mo- 
ther listening to her children 
fighting. And the love of the 
Staff Worker teaching Christ’s 
poor! 





St. Joseph Grows 


By M. Legris 











Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
—The work at Maryhouse varies 
a bit from season to season. This 
year we had an unusually wet 
summer, so it was difficult to do 
much work out of doors. About 
mid-September the rain eased off 
and, with the exception of a few 
snowy days, the weather was 
comparatively dry. We had one 
big job to do—a job that had 
been waiting for a long time. It 
was the landscaping of our 
property at St. Joseph’s across 
the street. 

St. Joseph’s house, until 1955, 
was part of Christ the King 
School in Whitehorse. Like so 
many other buildings here, it was 
an army barracks. In that year 
a beautiful new Catholic school 
was built, and early in 1956 the 
children were transferred to 
their new classrooms. There was 
no further use for the old school 
as a school. But Divine Provid- 
ence had a place and a purpose 
for it elsewhere. 

Louis Slept Here! 
One evening in May, 1956, 


Bishop Coudert told us that in 
September there would be four 


Indian boys from Lower Post 
Residential . School coming to 
Whitehorse to attend High 


School. He wanted the boys to 
board with us. This was quite a 
thought. I had just bought the 
lot we named St. Joe’s, and on it 
there was a_ two-room shack 
where Louis Stoeckle slept. Louis 
was then the only male Staff 
worker here. The shack was cer- 
tainly inadequate for four boys 
and Louie. 

The bishop said he had bought 
60 feet of the old school barracks 
for Maryhouse. This could be 
used for sleeping quarters for 
the boys. We would have to move 
the old shack, and eventually de- 
molish it. We would also have to 
build at least a partial basement 
for the new building, and move it 
10 blocks to its new location. 

It was a big task. At the end 
of November 1956, five boys—an- 
other had come—moved into 
their dormitory at St. Jjoe’s. A 
week later, we had two more 
rooms ready for occupation, and 
Fr. Gene Cullinane, our Chap- 
lain, and Louie, moved into their 
respective rooms. A few weeks 
later we had a second dormitory 
completed. We knew that in an 
\other year it would be badly 
needed, for there would be more 
|high school boys coming: 

September 1957 brought our 
|family of Indian boys up to 13. 
|We had 10 in 1958. When school 
|re-opened this fall there were 14, 
in grades 9, 10, 11, and 12. Every 
inch of the place is used. There 
is nothing elaborate about it, but 
it is warm, clean, cozy, and ade- 
quate. Each dorm is filled with 
double bunks and there are bath- 
room and shower facilities. There 
are radios, and plenty of good 
books to read. It is quite a sight 
to walk into the dorms at 9.30, or 
later, at night and find the boys 
all tucked in bed listening to the 
radio and reading their favourite 
books. I have been amazed at the 
quiet and _ peacefulness that 
reigns there. There is no law of 
silence, nor does a Staff Worker 
stand over the boys with a shot 
gun to keep order. 

And Even A Lawn 

In 1957 we demolished the old 
shack, and shingled and stained 
the outside of the new St. Joe’s. 
It is quite Franciscan in appear- 
ance. The shingles are brown and 
the trimming is done in white. 
There remained only the land- 
scaping. 

Last spring we got many loads 
of fill to level off the grounds. 
When the dry spell came in mid- 
September we began hauling 
black top soil for our future 





ers, Sean O’Callahan and Paul 
Holland, were in charge of the 
job. Paul hauled very many 
loads of the black earth from a 
swamp 13 miles away. Sean 
spread it, and sloped the banks. 
Our good friend, Mr. Moss, sent 
over a grader and a bulldozer to 
cut off some city property in 
front of our lot. It was a big job, 
as was the hauling of the soil. 

Last Saturday, Leo Van Vugt 
arrived with one of his carpen- 
ters, four of our high -school 
boys, and a cement mixer. In an 
hour, they completed two con- 
crete side-walks and two sets of 
steps leading from the street to 
the porches of the dorms at St. 
Joe’s. Happy day! Gone are the 
days of wading through stones 
and mud to get to the dormitory. 
Next spring we will plant grass 
seed on the lawn, and St. Joe’s 
will be complete. 

Louie made an indoor shrine 
in honor of St. Joseph two years 
ago. Perhaps some day we will 
have an out-door one also. 

I .am sure St. Joseph is very 
happy about his house in White- 
horse. I am sure he has a pater- 
nal interest in these fourteen 
wonderful boys. 

Continue, St. Joseph, to watch 
over them, and pray that the 


‘staff at Maryhouse will be good 


foster parents for them! 





Casa Finds 
Life Short 


By Catherine Maynard 











Casa de Nuestra Senora, 
Winslow, Arizona — Our third 
summer in Winslow is 
over. Vacation time has ended. 
on. 

The past few months have 
brought many changes to the 
Casa. On August first, Rae Jeanne 
Neubig returned to Madonna 
House and from there went to 
Minnesota and a nursing course 
at Mayo Clinic. Theresa Davis 
left, too, for Madonna House, and 
from there went back to the 
Southwest, to Balmorhea, Texas, 
to direct the new Madonna House 
branch. 

On August 17th, Marite Lang- 
lois arrived here to replace Ther- 
esa. Many pleasant days have 





been spent acquainting her with 
the neighbors, the neighborhood. 
the Casa routine, and life in 
Winslow, in general. 

Routine Descends 

Mike Lopez attended the Litur- 
gical Congress at Notre Dame, 
and among the 3300 attending, 
he found a few more Madonna 
House people. The living room 
here has taken on a “mushroom 
beige” hue, and the old refriger- 
ator has been replaced by a new- 
er, bigger one. 

Summertime brought us many! 
visitors from all over the United 
States. Our position on highway 
66 made this possible. 
Fall is here, and visitors have long | 
since returned to home and job, 
and we are about to begin anoth- 
er season of catechism classes, 
Boy Scout meetings, and of 
course, library work, clothing 
room contacts, and the regular 
office jobs and chores around the 
house. 

Amidst all these changes, two 
things remain constant. First, is 
our eternal hope that soon our 
building program will begin. Al- 
ways it’s “manana”. Our problem 
hangs heavy in our hearts. Will 
our adobe bricks withstand an- 
other winter? . . . or will all those 





lawn. Our two male Staff Work-|P: 





{hours of back-break and sweat 
|have been wasted? (Much grace| 
}and spiritual growth came out of 
|that adobe pit, but that is not 
| what I speak of when I mention 
| waste.) Perhaps by the next issue} 
of this paper, we can report some} 
building progress . . . Please pray 
with us for this intention. 

The second “unchangeable sit- 
uation”, is the suffering of Christ 
that is present in the lives of all 
around us. 

The Divine Kiss 

“Christ did not suffer so that) 
we would have no need to suffer. 
He came to show us HOW to suf- 
fer, since He knew there is no 
life without suffering”. I read 
those lines long ago in a book 
since forgotten. Do WE really be- 
leive that there is no life without 
suffering? Do we try to escape it 
in our own lives? Run from it? 
Avoid it? Or do we face it and 
try to see it for what it really is, 
THE KISS OF CHRIST. 

I know an expectant mother of| 
three ... no money . . deserted by | 
her husband .. . no welfare . | 
no certainty that the hospital will | 
admit her when the time comes. 
Anxiety and worrry is her con- 
stant state of mind. This is suf- 
fering! 

I know a teen-age girl with a 
deep inferiority complex . . . with 
family responsibilities far beyond 
her years .. . with a background 
of. stress and strain and unhap- 
iness. Suspicious of love that is 
offered to her and unable to of- 
she remains 











fer love in return, 


|yard, her lovely 





Words Of Wisdom 


By Mary K. Rowland 











Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Ore:—Yesterday I took the young 
mother of a large family to visit 
an older friend a peaceful | 
grandmother. We talked of many 
things—music, children, the 
flowers. Then| 
the young mother asked, ‘‘What’s | 
the answer, I want to do some-| 
thing but don’t know what. I’m 
confused.” 

Grandmother asked: ‘“What’s 
bothering you?” You have a won- 
derful family. God has blessed} 
you with seven lovely boys. But 
remember, these boys are not) 
yours. They are God’s. You are to 
rear them for Him. So you must 
speak to Him often about them.) 

“Set aside a certain time each 
day—Talk to God about your 
life—your children — what it is 
you want to do. Tell Him you are! 
confused and want to _ get 
straightened out.” 

Take It Easy 

The harassed mother inter- 
rupted. “John and I were talking 
the other day about maybe trying 
to go back to school in the even- 
ing. We feel we need some thing”. 

The answer came, “You and 
your wishes are out, for the time 
being. Your time to enjoy your- 
selves will come when your job 
of raising your boys is over. Then 
you'll have time for school, music 


| 
| 
| 


lessons, and all these other 
things. But not right now. .” 
“Don’t you think a mother 


should take some part in civic 
affairs?” 

“Yes, definitely. She owes that 
to her children and the commun-| 
ity. The thing is to choose the 
one field you want to work in— 
and what it is within that field 
that interests you most. Do it 
well, do it very well! for this too 
teaches children their civic du- 
ties. But don’t spread yourself too 
thin. 

_ “People have a way of drain- 
ing you. They take and take, and! 
never replenish. They leave you| 
empty when you return to your)! 
family—if you let them.” 

“I don’t understand what you| 
mean. .” 
_ Well, I think Mary Kay under-| 
stands. When you are with people | 
so much they take your strength | 
and ideas, and most of the time, | 
they don’t give anything in re- 
turn to enrich you. They recog-| 
nize that you have an intangible | 
something which they don’t. So} 
they use your strength. You 
must pray and renew yourself by | 


| 
| 


| much—concentrate 


Page Three 





that some people were different 
I wanted to help them”—Now it 
was grandmother’s turn to in- 
terrupt. “People are not different. 
They are all individuals. Each 
must be accepted as an individ- 
ual—for his own worth and mer- 
it, for himself as he is. God make 
all of us and skin color is only a 
very superficial difference. What 
counts is the character of each 
man”, 

“T agree with you. But where 
do you start?’ 

“With yourself. Get your own 


|home organized. Have order and 


peace there. Then think about 
what you want to do. Picture it 
in your own minds. Figure out 
the various ways and means—the 
angles. Talk with God about it. 
He will arrange the circumstanc- 
es. It will all work out in His own 
way.” 

“T thought of working with 
children—the young people”. 

“T would sugest working with 
the mothers. If you work with 
children, you are with them one 
or two hours a week—but they 
go home to their parents and 
that’s where the greatest influ- 


ence is. If all mothers realized 
what it is to be a mother — our 
homes and families would be so 
different! They would be real 
homes once more. The mothers 
would be creating peace and 
love and order. They would en- 


courage their youngsters to pro- 

gress, to use their talents, to en- 

joy music and art, to be concern- 

ed with community affairs.” 
God Will Help 

“But I don’t know many Negro 
mothers. Only two. And they 
couldn’t care less.”’ 

“Well, start with them. Pray 
for them first of all. That is most 
important. Then love them very 
on them. 
You'll find ways of reaching 
them—God will help you, if you 
are quiet enough to listen to 
Him.” 

I must confess my mind went 
off on its own little track at this 
point—I was thinking how won- 
derful this grandmother is. With 
no formal religion, to express so 
beautifully the ideas of sanctity, 
to love God and neighbor, to ful- 
fill, with great love the duties of 
one’s state in life, to pray and 
talk intimately with God and to 
see His help and guidance in all 
one’s actions. To understand, so 
well, our idea of the apostolate, 
to think things through to the 
basic causes, to pray much — to 
love much—to be content with 
God’s own timetables, to be con- 
cerned with one’s neighbor, and 
do as much as one can for him— 


completely lonely. This is suffer-| being quict inside, so you don’t|for his true and best good—this 


ing! 
Pain and Anguish 
How many of us ever know the, 
suffering of numerous hard-| 
working, weary mothers? I know) 
one who carries the heartache of| 
a silent, withdrawn son, an un-| 
happily married daughter, a teen-| 
age boy growing more and more' 
independent and following the 
crowd. With bad health and fi-| 
nancial worries she dares not! 
think about, the trials and prob- 
lems of neighbors and relatives 
are often added to her own. This 
is more than crushing. 





I know a teen-age boy who has 
no love at home, who can wander 
and “hang-out” at will, because 


because he understands nothing 
and no one understands him. He 
knows a different kind of suffer- 
ing. 

I know the young parents of 
an extremely sick child. They are 
blessed with an abundance of 
eaithly goods. , . are secure in a 
job, in. social position, and in love. 
Yet they suffer almost to the 
point of unbearable grief over the 
incurable illness of this child. 

From house to house we go, and 
in each there is some’ suffering. 
Here much. There little. Yet, an 
all-loving all-knowing God has 
weighed it and measured it and 
given it out wisely. So few, 
though, see in all of this HIS 
KISS . . . a share in the suffering 
of Christ. 

Condition Stable 

Our_life here is really an un- 
changing one, even though people 
come and go, family members de- 
part for other portions of the 
vineyard, and daily routine and 
schedules vary with the seasons! 

One thing remains the same, 
our day, THE MASS. 

In trying to live the Mass, we 
try also to accept and long for 
the “kiss of Christ” in our own 
lives; striving always to help oth- 
ers see it, accept it, and long for 
it. ‘ : 








A lifetime is so short a span to 
share in His suffering—and there 
is all of eternity to share in His 








joy and His glory. 


no one cares; who hates school,| . 


become s.erile. | 


“I take two or three days every! 
month and just stay at home. I 
read, pray, and rest. I don’t go 
out or see anyone. When I do I 
have something to give these 
poor hungry people.” 

Character -Counts 

“But” cried the young mother 

I want to do interracial work. 





'this. They 


is wonderful ideed! 

Her children are a reflection of 
are well educated. 
They are leaders in their com- 
munity. They are raising their 
own families in dignity and pur- 
pose. 

And people wondered, a few 
years ago, why a Negro has been 
chosen “Mother of the Year.!” 








OUR OWN WHO’S WHO 





Diane Katherine Zdunich, now our choir director, circula- 
tion manager of Restoration, and Director of the young women 
trainees, etc., etc., etc., came to the Madonna House, Comber- 
mere, on Sept. 8, 1955—a few days before her twenty-second 
birthday anniversary. She was born in Lockport, Ill, the 
daughter of Louis and Mary Zdunich, now of 1011 Hickory St. 
Joliet, Ill. She went to school in Globe, Arizona, and later at- 
tended St. Mary’s Nativity school and St. Francis Academy, 


both in Joliet. 
She 


n her career as Society editor and Woman’s Page 


bega 
editor of the Joliet Spectator; but she preferred helping the 
poor to working for any newspaper. She worked for the Catholic 


Worker, under Dorothy Day, 
Friendship House. 


and later joined the staff of 


She worked in Shreveport, La. as a Staff Worker, shortly 
before coming to Madonna House. She made her profession on 
March 29, 1956. In June of the following year she went to 


Stella Maris House in Portland, 
land, the local director. In May, 
House. 


Ore., with Miss Mary K. Row- 
1958, she returned to Madonna 


Incidentally, she has written some of the best verse printed in 


Restoration—but because of her 
“no time to write.” 


many jobs, she has, she says, 
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Page Four 


Cooking With Mary 


Recently the Lord brought to 
Madonna House a little bit of a 
Norwegian lass. To be absolutely 
truthful she is really an Ameri- 
can from the west coast. But of 
origin she belongs to those lovely 
misty north countries of Europe 
... and the blood of the Vikings 
flows in her veins. Her name is 
Linda. 

She is many things in one, but 
her real love and hobby is COOK- 
ING. And she brought us a lovely 
recipe, one of many; SWEDISH 
RYE BREAD. Easy to make in 
anyone’s kitchen. The dough 
could also be made into buns for 
Sunday breakfast. Worth trying 
anytime. And here it is: 

3 yeast (dry or cake) 

4 cups sour milk, buttermilk 

or water 

1 cup molasses 

1 cup shortening 

2 tablespoons salt 

10 cups rye flour 

5 cups white flour 

2 tablespoons Anise seed 

2 tablespoons Fennel Seed 

2 tablespoons Caraway Seed 

2 tbsps. grated orange peel 
Set yeast to rise in about three- 

















quarter cup of luke warm water 
and a teaspoon of sugar. Then| 
heat milk, molasses, salt - and 
shortening until shortening be-| 
gins to melt. Remove from heat 
to cool. 

While it is cooling, sift white) 
and rye flour and combine with| 
Anise, Fennel and Caraway and 
orange. Then make a well in the 
flour and add liquid and yeast. 

Mix well with your hands or 
a spoon. Then place on a lightly 
floured board and knead about 
5 minutes or until it is very 
smooth. 

Grease the top, cover and let 
rise until double in bulk (about 
1% hours). Then remove from 
pan and knead again. After you 
have kneaded it, divide into 4 
parts and shape into little round 
loaves . . .or make the dough into 
little buns if you like, and place 
on a greased baking sheet to rise 
(grease top again, to give it a nice 
crust when it bakes). 

After it is double in bulk, bake 
in a 350 oven for about 50 min. | 
(less for buns). If you don’t have| 
the seeds called for, you can sub- 
stitute other seeds that _you 
might have on hand or can get 
at the store—such as dill for 
fennel. 

Linda has many other recipes. 
If you like this one, let us know, 
and we’ll share her recipes with 
you again. 

Another one I have tried and 
liked very much is this: 

MAPLE SYRUP PIE 
1 cup maple syrup 
% cup water 
3 tbsp. cornstarch 
2 tbsp. cold water 
% cup nuts, chopped 
1 tbsp. butter 


BOIL syrup and '% cup of 
water together. 

ADD cornstarch, which has 
been combined into a smooth 


paste with 2 tbsp. water. 

COOK till it is transparent. Add 
nuts and butter. 

COOL and cook between two 
crusts in a 400-degree oven — 
25-30 min. 

MAPLE-SUGAR PIE 
Maple Sugar 
3 tbsp. table cream OR milk 
4 tsp. butter 

LINE an 8-inch pie plate with 
pastry and then fill it % inch 
full of maple sugar (brown sugar 
may be used if you have no 
“ maple sugar). 

MOISTEN with cream or milk 
and place dabs of butter over 
surface. 

COVER with a lattice crust and 
bake at 400 degrees 35-40 min. 

Often you get a_ gallon of 
maple syrup. But did you ever 
know there was a_ recipe for 
syrup and sugar pies? 





TRAINING OF LAY APOSTLES 
(Continued from Page One) 
all we have to do, to be fiery ap- 
ostolic Catholics ... is TO LOVE 

HIM BACK. 
Mass, above all, is the school 


of love . . of God for man, and 
of man for God. 
Slowly, imperceptibly, daily 


Mass will bring us closer and 
closer to God . . God the Father 
.. . God the Son . . God the Holy 
Ghost . . . and to Our Lady of 
the Trinity. Slowly too, it will 
teach us silence, so that through 
the day, as time goes by, we will 
realize that there is within us a 
garden enclosed and that we 
have the key to its hidden gate. . 
and we can go into it .. and 
there meet our Tremendous 
Lover, and like Mary dalen 
in Bethany, sit at His feet in the 
silence of love, while Martha, the 
Martha in us, goes about her 
manifold duties. 
Beware “Actionitis” 

One must be a contemplative 
if one is a Lay Apostle of the 
Market Place. Otherwise the 
fruits of the apostolate will be 
non-existent—and the soul of 





each apostle will be in grave 
danger of “actionitis” . . Then 
the prayers of the apostle may 
be only a form—a _ habit—and 
not those of a life lived to the 
depths of love. 
Silence is the 


language of 


‘love. Young lovers know it well. 


Having exhausted human vocab- 
ularies in trying to express their 
love for one another, they. often 
lapse into utter silence, and talk 
its infinite language—even in 
public places, such as parks and 
busy streets of a busy town. So 
well can they speak, thus, that 
they are oblivious to the crowds 
that ebb and flow around them. 
They are lost in the beauty of 
this silence, which expresses 
their love better than any words. 

Love tends to union. All love 
does, but especially the love of 
God for the soul of man. . and 
the love of the soul of man for 
its God. On this earth, contem- 
plation is the short-cut to that 
union. 

Meditation clearly marks the 
sign-posts of that road that con- 
templation really is. Lovers, no 
matter how busy they may be, 
will think of one another; and 
through their working day and 
lonely nights apart, will remem- 
ber fleeting expressions of each 
other’s face, the sound of laugh- 
ter, the little jokes they made; 
the little intimate words or 





phrases they had coined for each 
other; the conversations they| 
had together. 
Only One Road 

All this will make them know] 
each other better, love each other 
more. The same stands with 
God. For always God is simple. . 
and uses the means that men 
understand and know and are 
familiar with, to draw souls to 
Himself. And meditation is one 
of them. A soul trained in this 
A.B.C. of the ways of love, will 
easily, normally, fall into that 
type of contemplation. : 

Nuns and priests, as well as 
the humblest of lay people, all 
travel the same road to God — 
the road of constantly growing 
in knowledge and in love. The 
map is always the same. For 
there is only one road to God, 
and it is narrow and steep. And 
all men must walk it if they want 
to find Him. 





LOVE LETTER 
(Continued from Page One) 
with Your great saint. And I 
seemed to hear You talking to 
me while the choir sang. “Listen, 
you poor cold, bitter, little po- 
tato,” You said. “Listen and 
learn! Listen and burn!” 

All Praise To You 

I listened to the words with 
something like unbelief, and 
something approaching rapture: 

“Most high, omnipotent, good 
Lord . . 

To You all praise, glory, honor, 
and benediction... 

Praise and bless the Lord and 
thank Him and_ serve Him 
with great humility . . 

Praised be You, my Lord, by 
means of all Your creatures, 

And most especially through 
noble Brother Sun, 

Who makes the day, and illu- 
mines us by his light. 

And he is beautiful and radiant 
with great splendor, 

For he is a symbol of Thee, O 
God most high... 

Praised be You, my Lord, 
through Sister Moon and all 
the stars; 

For in heaven You have formed 
them, clear, precious, and 
fair. 

Praised be You, my Lord, by 
Brother Wind...” 

Here was a saint singing to 
You as King David sang to You, 
in as sweet a voice, with as great 
a heart, and with a love more ar- 
dent, more self-consuming. 

And I—poor dry little chunk of 
rank canned cod fish—I had 
judged this lovely flame and 
found it damp and chilly! 

Brother of The Sun 

He sang of sky and sea and 
earth and flowers and leaves and 
fire and air and water, and even 
Sister Bodily Death; and I listen- 
ed with a growing love for him— 
and for You—and a mounting 
contempt and horror of myself. 

God, most men ask the saints, 
or Our Lady, the queen of saints, 
to speak to You when they want 
something. But I have to be dif- 
ferent, of course. I always have 
to take the other way around. 

God, will you tell St. Francis 
all that he means to me now? He 
will like that better, coming from 
You, than coming directly from 
me. And—something else. An- 
other request. 

The brother of the sun just na- 
turally sheds fire, warmth, light. 
I am shivering here in the dark 
damp and icy prison of my heart. 
Please, God, place me in St. Fran- 
cis’ orbit. I want to love You too 
—even as he did, if such a thing 
is possible. Yes, even as he did! 

Let me know him better, Lord. 
Let me come very close to him, 
even though I may be scorched 
and seared. For the closer I come 
to the sun’s big brother, Francis, 


iresults to 





the closer I come to You. Forever 
yours, i 





Yukon Mission Visit 


By Jack Scanlon 








A Priest Writes 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta—Names and places, of 
themselves, are relatively unim- 
portant. The love manifested by 
a person in a particular place is 
unequivocally important. It is the 
only thing that gives meaning to 
all that transpires in any one 
place by any one person. (This 
is an account of a short visit to 
a mission in the far away 
Yukon.) 

The priest was calmly at work 
sawing some boards which would 
frame a window in his mission 
church. A_ visitor - arrived by 
truck. The priest put down the 
saw, tucked in his shirt, and smi- 
lingly came forth with a greet- 
ing. Inside the church a priest 
from another mission and a lay 
brother on vacation were busy 
putting up the ceiling. The visit- 
or was introduced and five min- 
utes later was trying his luck at 
hammering the nails home. He 
was no carpenter, but due to the 
hardness of- the wood and the 
frailness of the second hand 
nails, his excuses for bending 
the nails were wholeheartedly ac- 
cepted. 

Spit Out Shavings 

Suppertime came. Talk con- 
cerned missionary activities. Any 
speak of? Virtually 


|none. Average of 20 people at 


Mass on Sunday, and, quite nor- 
mally, none at week day Masses. 
Sunday is spent by one priest 
racing between three missions— 
on vast distances of gravel road. 
His flock consists of the white 
man and the Indian. Few of them 
attend Mass every week. Thus 
many become merely nominal 
Catholics, and some give up the 
faith entirely. 

Supper over, the group took a 
truck down to a_ sawmill for 
shavings. Winter was coming and 
60 below weather naturally re- 
quired insulation. A priest man- 
ned the shovel. The others knelt 
at his side wtih opened gunny 
sacks. In no time the sacks were 
filled and their holders buried. 
Everyone was laughing as he spat 
out shavings from his mouth and 
whacked at the hungry swarm- 
ing mosquitoes. Pure case of in- 
sanity! 

Those Three Crosses 

Back at the mission, they pas- 
sed the sacks from the truck to 
the rafters. Darkness began to 
set in. They upped the pace so 
as to go back for another truck- 
load. Finally day was done. All 
the scaffolds were disassembled, 
tools put away, and _ the floor 
swept. The wood stove was lit, 
so was the gas lantern. The ded- 
icated priests sat down to read 
their office. The lay brother and 
the visitor strolled down through 


the woods, spreading Aves 
throughout this mission  terri- 
tory. 


On a far off mountain the vis- 
itor seemed to see three crosses 
against the grayish sky. An il- 
lusion? Yes—but the parallel was 
unmistakeable. For at this stage 
of the fight, from all appearanc- 
es, these missionaries labored in 
vain—as did He. 

Lord, be their Strength in the 
morning and their Hope at night! 





Prayer For Vocations 
To Our Apostolate 











Sometimes a man writes a pray- 
er out of the fullness of his heart. 
And often somebody asks him, 
slyly “Is it as good a prayer as the 
Our Father?” This prayer is not 
as good as the Our Father. What 
other prayer is? But it was written 
by one of our Staff Workers. It is 
directed to the soul of the late 
pope, Pius *XIl—and it is remin- 
iscent of that pope’s rambling style. 


“O most holy Father, Pius XII, 


who so loved Mary, deign to in- 
tercede on our behalf to our most 
holy and immaculate Mother, the 
radiant flower of Israel, and 
bring us holy vocations to this 
high and exalted state in life 
which you, in the fullness of your 
pontifical power as Christ’s vicar 
on earth, created. Intercede for 
us before the throne of Mary, the 
Queen of the Universe, the Mo- 
ther of our vocation, so that she 
may shower heavenly graces on 


her people now and forever and|1S 


ever. Amen. | 

“QO Immaculate Mother of 
Combermere, intercede before the 
throne of our heavenly pe! 
that this Institute, grown and nour- 
ished by your heavenly solicitude, 
may have an increase of vocations. 
Immaculate Purity, Lily of Sharon, 
Woman who gave birth to Christ, 
remember your power and answer 
your people who rejoice only at being 
your people. Hear us O Mary. Hear 
your people. 

“Holy Pius the XII pray for us. 

“Mother of God, intercede for us. 





| 








ONE... 
ITELY AN tear eye 





The girls in the Madonna 
House lending library write 
many letters. Occasionally they 
receive answers’ that lift their 
morale, and keep it high for days. 
One such was recently sent by 
Father T. Rudachek, Box 64, 
Dauphin, Manitoba... 

“One would think you people 
have enough. to do in runnin 
the Library and getting the 
books out—and yet you _ find 
time for personal little notes to 
your subscribers! I for one ap- 
preciate it, and I am certain that 
others do-.also. After all, to be 
coldly impersonal is not the way 
of Christ. The wheat fields which 
you miss so much are quite 
damp this year, and rains are de- 
laying the harvest. Perhaps that 
is why some of my missions are 
bare skeletons of what they once 
were. The high cost of farming 
is discouraging to some of the 
younger farmers. I would like to 
mention that most of the books 
I have received have been out- 
standing and most inspiring. I 
am most edified by the work of 
your library, and Madonna 
House in general . . I pray that 
God may bless you .. .” 


' 


A Debt To France 


If only to prove ‘that the 
Church is the Church all over 
the world, Restoration herewith 
presents an appeal—translated— 
which appeared in the magazine, 
Ecclesia, published in Paris, 
France. Three priests write: 

1—My mother has been look- 
ing after the rectory for many 
years. Now she is 83, and par- 
alysed. For the past two years I 
have had to support entirely the 
one who for so long has been my 
help. Very much absorbed by the 
ministry, I must have hired help 
to look after her and the house. 
It is too much for my meagre 
budget. 

11—For the past two years, the 
beach of this little hamlet by the 
sea, in my parish, has been at- 
tracting crowds of summer vis- 
itors. The old chapel that serves 
as a parish church is badly in 
need of repair, and lacks every- 
thing in the line of sacred ves- 
sels, vestments and altar linens. 
Will you help me? 

III — Besides the _ parish 
church, I have to look after three 
small chapels. The vessels and 
linens are disconcertingly poor. 

I would be happy to receive a few 
chasubles and one or two albs. 

Each donor, the magazine as- 
sures its readers, will share in 
the prayers and Masses of the 
priests; and donations should be 
sent to “Oeuvre de Secours Aux 
Eglises de France et d’aide aux 
Pretres 3 Rue Oudinot, Paris 7. 
(C.C.P. Paris 1404-39) Canadians, 
says the Restoration subscriber 
who sent us this piece, owes a 
debt. of gratitude to the French 
missioners and martyrs. “This is 
one way of repaying it.” 














Collectors Attention 











INTO OUR HANDS THROUGH | 


A CHARITABLE DONATION, 
CAME AN INTERESTING LET- 
TER — DATED APRIL 1918 — 
BEARING THE LETTERHEAD 
OF “WINDSOR CASTLE”—AND 
THE SEAL OF THE KING OF 
ENGLAND, AS WELL AS HIS 
SIGNATURE. 

THE ENVELOPE IN WHICH 
THE LETTER IS ENCLOSED 
BEARS ON ITS FACE, IN. THE 
LEFTHAND .CORNER, THE LEG- 
END: “A MESSAGE TO YOU 
FROM HIS MAJESTY KING 
GEORGE V’—AND THE AD- 
DRESS OF THE RECIPIENT 
MARKED IN PENCIL—PROB- 
ABLY AT A LATER DATE. THE 
BACK PART OF THE ENVEL- 
OPE BEARS AGAIN THE ARMS 
OF THE KING OF ENGLAND. 

BOTH LETTER AND ENVEL- 
OPE—WITH ALL THE PROPER 
POST MARK AND CENSORSHIP 
MARKS—WAS EVIDENTLY RE- 
MAILED BY THE AMERICAN 
YMCA IN ENGLAND TO THE 
RECIPIENT. — 

THE LETTER ITSELF APPEARS 
TO BE WRITTEN IN INK — DEFIN- 
ITELY IN. THE HANDWRITING 
OF GEORGE V — BUT PROBABLY 
EITHER A PHOTOSTATIC OR 
VERY SPECIALLY MIMEOGRAPHED 
TYPE OF LETTER ... DIFFICULT 
TO DISTINGUISH FROM A HAND- 

AND DEFIN- 
MEMENTO 
FOR SOME LLECTOR ... -A- 
os Pig WHOM YOU MAY BE 

IS SO, LET US KNOW WHAT YOU 
ARE WILLING TO OFFER FOR IT. 
FOR IT CAME TO US AS A GIFT 
TO BE USED FOR THE POOR WHOM 
WE SERVE. THE ONLY WAY WE 
CAN DO SO IS BY SELLING IT TO 
THE HIGHEST BIDDER. 





| Canadian-Thanksgiving 
|which is also Columbus Day, Oc- 











Combermere Diary 


Heigh ho! Come to the Fair! 
This Fall we decided to enter 
some of-our farm produce and 
handicrafts in the Renfrew 
County (Ontario) Fair—and this 
is what happened. We were to 
enter some specially baked 
bread—and it was eaten the 
night before! Terry Richaud 











&|made special jam—and the jar 


broke! Ronnie MacDonnell spent 
several hours gathering special 
vegetables— and at dinner time, 
a gate was left open, and the 
cows consumed them! In spite of 
all this, we came home with sev- 
eral prizes. 

Staff Workers Trudi Cortens, 
Diane Zdunich, Francoise De 
Castro, Louie Stoeckle, Phil 
Knight, and Al Osterburger at- 
tended the Social Life Conference 
in Sudbury; and Eddie Doherty 
attended the meeting of the Re- 
ligious Editors there. 

Father Callahan returned from 
a visit to Marian Centre in Ed- 
monton, and Stellar Maris House 
in Portland, and seemed very 
happy about the work and the 
spirit that he observed there. 

We had many guests for the 
Day, 


tober 12th. 

This fall we were happy to 
learn that Fr. Cullinane will be 
giving the Staffers’ Retreat in 
Portland; and Fr. Bechard the 
Retreat in Edmonton. 

Fr. Briere gave a retreat to 
the students of the Catholic Uni- 
versity in Washington, D.C. 

We would appreciate your pray- 
ers for Marite Langlois’ mother; 
and Louie Stoeckle’s father, both 
of whom have been seriously ill. 

And in this month of Novem- 
ber we promise to remember all 
the deceased friends and rela- 
tives of our benefactors. Requie- 
scant in pace! 


ON WISDOM 


By Jose de Vinck 














Wisdom is the greatest of all 
the applied arts: it is truth in 
action, truth brought to the level 
of the real, truth alive. Many are 
called wise—more, perhaps, be- 
lieve themselves to be so—who 
are but the victims of confusion. 
For wisdom may be sought very 
foolishly, and there is no greater 
fool than the one who calls him- 
self wise. There is foolish search 
for wisdom in the indiscriminate 
accumulation of knowledge, par- 
ticularly of the factual order. A 
man who would know his Britan- 
nica by heart would not be wise: 
he would not even be learned. He 
might win hundreds of thous- 
ands of dollars on TV quizzes, but 
this would be nothing more than 
an additional proof of foolish- 
ness! 

Wisdom does not. necessarily 
imply great learning, nor even 
great intelligence; for learning, 
as such, is not a condition of wis- 
dom. What then_is the essence 
of wisdom? Wisdom consists in 
seeing what is right and in acting 
accordingly. There is great wis- 
dom in simple people who go 
through life with no more to 
offer than the constant perform- 
ance of their personal task. If 
this is done with love, their wis- 
dom is all the greater, for the 
sign of perfection, in wisdom as 
in everything else, is love. 


It is love that prompted the 
little ones, Bernadette, * Therese, 
to be wise in the perfect fulfil- 
ment of God’s will. It is love that 
will protect the great thinkers 
and scientists against the danger 
of pride, by changing their learn- 
ing into wisdom. For love is 
mainly the desire to do good, to 
participate in the being of God, 
Who is Goodness: and so, love 
is the ferment which changes 
learning and science from a dull 
and dangerous brew into the 
sparkling, bright, and delightful 
beverage of the children of wis- 
dom, of the children of light! 











Old Books For Sale 


THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS: 
from this world to that which is 
to Come. Frontispiece: engrav- 
ing of Christian at the gate — 
with illustrations. Author is John 
Bunyan and it was published by 
Belford, Clarke & Co., Chicago 
& New York 1884. It is in very 
good condition although the 
back end pages are missing. It 
has an introductory biography 
of Bunyan, and it is notable for 
the ad on the back cover for 
Crosby’s Vitalized Phosphate. 
LA PLAINTE DE LA VIERGE: 
Frontispiece is the Pieta. It bears 
the Imprimatur of the Archbish- 
op of Quebec, 1920 but there is 
no date of printing. It has been 
much used and is in poor con- 
dition. Prayer cards have been 
glued in. 

PLEA FOR THE QUEEN’S 
ENGLISH (Stray Notes on 
Speaking and Spelling) Author is 
Henry Alford and the publisher 
is Alexander Strahan, London 
and New York. Tenth 1000. It 
was published in the year 1866. 
It is in fair condition with the 
front cover partly detached. 
POEMS, SERIOUS, SENTI- 
MENTAL, PATRIOTIC—by John 
Blair Jun. The publisher is W. 
Meek, Book & Job Printers, St. 
Catharines, Ont. in 1875. It is 
in fair condition with the front 
cover becoming detached. It is 
written on in a child’s hand. 
POEMS: Fourth Edition — by 
Frederick William Faber and 
published by John Murphy & Co. 
Baltimore. It is in good condit- 
ion with the spine partly torn at 
the top. 

POEMS OF RELIGION AND 
SOCIETY—with notices of his 
life and Character by J. Davis 
and T. Benton. Frontispiece: En- 
graving of author. Author is John 
Quincy Adams, 6th Pres. of the 
U.S. and it was published by Mil- 
ler, Orton & Mulligan, Auburn 
and Buffalo, N.Y. Fourth Thous- 
and in 1854. It is in good condit- 
ion although the outside cover 
is wrinkled from water stain. 
POEMS, CHARADES, _IN- 
SCRIPTIONS OF POPE LEO 
XIII, including the revised com- 
positions of his early life in 
chronological order. The English 
translation and notes are by H. 
T. Henry. It was published by the 
Dolphin Press, Amer. Ecclesiast- 
ical Review, New York and Phil- 
adelphia in 1902. It is in fair to 
good condition. The outside spine 
is missing and the back cover is 
loose. P. 300 is torn. It has a 
cameo profile in relief of Leo XIII 
on the outside cover. 

THE POEMS OF SCHILLER— 
translated by Edgar A. Bowring 
and published by Belford, Clarke 
& Co., Chicago and New York. It 
has no publication date but there 
is a reprint from the London ed- 
ition of 1873. It is in very good 
condition. 

Poetical WORKS OF FELICIA 
HEMANS, including the dramat- 
ic poem, “The Siege of Valencia 
and the Tragedy, the Vespers of 
Palermo. On the frontispiece 
there is a painting of the author, 
and it was edited by William M. 
Rossetti. The publisher is Ward, 
Lock, & Co., London and there is 
no publishing date. It is in good 
condition but the inside cover 
and back are begining to tear 
apart.It is bound in leather with 
cotton cushioning. . 
POETICAL WORKS OF 
GEORGE ELIOT— including The 
Spanish’ Gypsy and The Legend 
of Jubal. On the frontispiece 
there is an engraving of the au- 
thor. It is published by A. L. 
Burt, New York, The Home Li- 
brary but there is no publication 
date. It is in very good condition. 

















‘Advent Wreath Kit 


$4.95 


A decorative, sturdy frame for 
your Advent greens 





—Handwrought Spanish 
ironwork ring 


—Box of four white 
“Marble” candles 


—Prayer leaflet — Instructions 
ST. LEO SHOP, Inc. 
NEWPORT, R.I. 


a non-profit corporation for the 
liturgical: apostolate 














RESTORATION, 
COMB 3 
ONTARIO, CANADA . 


Province 
1 Year—$1.00 
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